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solicitor in Manchester. There was a good sum coming to
me under my father's will, and since I was off to India I
thought I might as well have some of it now. I found the
solicitor to be the very acme of Bumbledom. I could not
have a penny piece until I came of age. On that he was
adamant. Moreover, he added insult to injury by saying
that as I was likely to be killed soon, it might be as wrell if
I told him to whom my share of the money should go on
my decease !
" I've no intention of dying just yet/' I assured him.
" No ? I suppose you think that you'll never be in a
battle."
" It's our job to win battles/5 I said defiantly.
However, as there was no change to be got out of the
old man, I took my leave. Later on I was to be swindled
out of the money, anyhow, but for the moment I still had my
gold sovereigns and my pay. And I was going to Punkee !